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Or,, climbing to a hilly steep.

He views his herds in vales afar.
Or shears his overburthened sheep,              25

Or mead for cooling drink prepares*

Or virgin honey in the jars.
Or in the now declining year,

When bounteous autumn rears his head,
He joys to pull the ripened pear,                 so

And clustering grapes with purple spread.
The fairest of his fruit he serves,

Priapus, thy rewards:
Sylvanus too his part deserves,

Whose care the fences guards.                  35*

Sometimes beneath an ancient oak,

Or on the matted grass he lies;
No god of sleep he need invoke;

The stream, that o'er the pebbles flies*

With gentle slumber crowns his eyes.      ^o
The   wind,   that  whistles   through   the
sprays,

Maintains the' concert of the song;
And hidden birds, with native lays,

The golden sleep prolong.
But when the blast of winter blows^            4&

And hoary frost inverts the year,
Into the naked woods he goes,

And seeks the tusky boar to rear,

With well-mouthed hounds and pointed

spear:
Or spreads his subtle nets from sight           5o

With twinkling glasses, to betray
The larks that in the meshes light,

Or makes the fearful hare his prey*
Amidst his harmless easy joys

No anxious care invades his health,           5&"

Nor love his peace of mind destroys,

Nor wicked avarice of wealth.